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This is Polly, the pioneer who brought life to the
Greenwich Village that is the Bohemia of America

Sadakichi Hartman, half German, half Japanese,

litterateur and anarchist, bizarve and oxotic.

Here, Recorded in Word and Pict-
ure, Are the Places Where Real
and Woula-be Artists, Writers,
Poets and Radicals Congre-

gaie

and Their Claims to

Distinction.

By Sarah

Sketches

HEN Greenwich Village eats, as when

Greenwich Village paints or writes

it forsakes the madding crowd, ;at‘s-

ers its own people and does its dining in its

very own fashion. There is Polly's, :':: in-
stance, and Louis’s and the Dutch Oven

sald a Bronx lady to me once
Rather
awful, you know, without tablecloths, and the
girls in smocks, but int'resting. I took my
cousin from Cincinnati there once; she wanted

“My dear,”
“you really must sece these places

to write a paper on Bohemia"—

But it is only one Bronx lady out of &ity,
perhaps, that really has witnessed Greenwich
Village at its dinner. The rest of The Bronx
and all of Cincinnati, when seeing New York
by night, believe implicitly the personal con-

ductor when he waves an arm at a brightly
lighted Sixth Avenue restaurant and bawls,
They

“The Caié Pantheon of New Yawk!’
nudge each other at that rapturous moment
and whisper eagerly: “The Latin Quarter, my
dear. Where the Bohemians eat, you know.”
And never dream, as they relate the exciting
episode to enthralled listeners, that brightly
lighted restaurants on the broad highways are
exactly where “Bohemians” do not eat. And
demise that Bo-

never know until their day of
hemia is at that same dinner b

in a little cubby on West Fourth Street, din-
ing joyously on Polly's Hungarian goulash
or is gathered around Louis's new painted

wour tucked away

tables, revelling in pot roast.

And Greenwich Village, even as the Bronx
lady saw it, is a bit diffierent these days. For the
artist colony of Ameérica, once just New York-
ese. is feeling the invasion of the war-scattered
artists from other worlds, Greenwich Village
is learning new lessons from old masters, tak-
ing on the tone of original Bohemia, acquir-
ing the polish of European culture and even
talking French. You see a new face at Poily's,
ask who it is and learn that it is Picabia, the
Spanish modernist, who packed his drawings
in a suitcase, left Paris and settled his hand-
some self as a villager. Or at the La Fayette
a fine young Belgian is brought to your table,
and while you admire his courtiiness some-

body else tells you that under those gentle-

At Louie’s:
man, respopsible for the

Marjorie Bevans, artist and village besuty;

Addington.
by Ethel Plummer.

cuts from

manly swallowtails are wo

three recent tles and a silver wire tving
his vertebra together. Scholem Asche, Folish
come over. Lionel Levin

>m London, on the same steamer

m came Arnoldo Duchene de Vire,

To these Greenwich Village, as hostess, is

Polly and Louis

extending a welcoming hand

) and the Dutch Oven are

usiastic embdrice

e. Polly's? Oh, yes, the

restaurant with the bare unpainted tables and

the green walls and gaslight and high ceil

Yes, and the one with most

USCI0Us 100
George Baker, mine host, strollin

hind tors

ise shells, and Mike, the waiter

languish moustachios and racing, brisk legs

and Peggy and now and

pink linen,

to be sure; now and then

then a green smock,

wobbed hair. Polly's, where Greenwich Vil-

lagers gather o

Poliy's
garettes
interweave nintelligib

pattern to th
the process ly herselt

white face

her sweet

presides and weic

very patient and serene, though “she’s an an-

archist, my dear,” as the Bronx lady once said,

“and likely to put a bomb in your pudding.”
ible as the

Yes, this is Polly's, not so hc

rdized as
And

now that Greenwich Village has taken on the

Bronx lady depicts nor so stan
modern fiction would have you think.

responsibility of international Bohemianism,

Greenwich Village's gathering places cannot
be passed by with a shrug.

I would do a bit of Investigating therefore.
Yet, somehow, you don't investigate Green-
wich Village. You sit
huddled in a corner and peep around watch-
fully or you fling yourself nonchalantly down,
but no matter which pose you assume you're
always a new one, and everybody knows it.

It investigates you.

They try you out, [ say.
“How do you like the green walls?" they
asked me.

1 didn't know whether the answer was yes

her hopeful; “Eddie” Good-
Washington Square Playars; Lucy Hulfaker, who guides their publicity

destinies and Daisy Thompsen, newly make ‘shopkeeper.

“Bompus,”’

Christine, who looks like a Valkyrie and cooks
as an angel should.

George Baker, the tortoise-shelled and very
amiable host.

An Apostrophe to Greenwich Village
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A republic In the ale! A gatherlng of constantly

il women that have a past or have a tutvre and Hve o both. A

constantly bullding beldges

(oot one Hlasion (o anether, ool notlcing the mud that covers thelr roads and that

is thiown alier them from all shdes

comdentred (o Hve [n the

tRrifiy wanitigne »
wild oais toer arky o dov Hivation
and gave (he world the

1. where heavens

where wleht and Jav g

feas are developed |
aud substituted by otl
50 | ren ed vily that the gaslight
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w are A loes not always
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N K vered tt v
e a ed e replied
But he d e rectly concerning
the prerequisites of Pollydom, for everybody
I saw and asked 1g a little some-
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rd they he | er, the press
agent of the Washingron Square Players.

GREENWICH VILLAGL!

crude, hard, reallstle world, you play groumd of sensatlon

sse (o be the regulating element of the w wrild

Gilford,

favorite artist,

Frances

of the Village
she o
nudes.

Yuturistic musician, he. Motion picture ac-
tress.”

famed Carranza
there after a situng for Ida

Dame En;-‘.e (Mrs.

Bernard Gallant, the far
press agent, was
Rauh's sculptoring hand.
Allen Norton) sat

the leopard skin coat and

next to him, the lady with
the large, sweeping
hat. And at her elbow the Japanese-German
Sadakichi
and paints badly, they say.

Hartmann, who writes beautifully

little, sharp-
featured Clara Tice, with her uneven bangs

In hopped Clara Tice, iean,
and her six-inch pantalettes, talking in her
naive, husky little voice to the curly-haired
soy from Awfully busy
with prune whip was ilamilten King, big and
in the business of press
ence Society.

“Harper's Bazar.,"
blond, and engaged
agenting for the American Def
One of the youngsters with short hair and a
childish face was a clever young artist, Fran-
ces Gifford; another one in a middy blouse
kissed Polly and went over to talk to pictorial
Crystal Eastman Benedict in a coral colored
gown. A young French girl, René La Coste,
stood talking by our table, her poised cigarette
and the droop of her black velvet tam-o'-
shanter graceful silhouettes against the unflat-
tering background of green walls in the afore-

mentioned unflattering gaslight.

declared a
hungry youth, who makes posters by day, but
disports himself with vegetable admixtures by
night apparently.

“Fe, fi, fo, fum, 1 smell soup”

“And yum, yum, | belleve there's goulash,”
responded a girl at the talle.

“Let's play wiggle waggle,” begged Norman

Jacobson, thrusting a half finished, snakish
drawing in front ol her who would delve joy-

ously into stuffed tomatoes.
“Well, goodhy;
called a departing crowd.

we're off to the opera”

Why didn't someboay walk vorticistically so

Keluge of salnts

o vellow streak amd of men that mistake the deslie (o sow
GREENWICH VIELAGLE!

hest 14 had, where lTortunes aire syyinsdered and fortunes

W here yenlus staryed

wf exrihly bliss prevall and tortures of hel! are suflered

where new

yr svalems, (o svstems that will he vyverthiown (a-mbrrow

that will not lHve any longer

we could be sure this was the Latin Cugrier?

Well
“Why, | am an evolutionary communistic &r

archist,” announced a lady calmly

Across the room sat a Sam Bernard in ever
ing clothes and 8 petite little. girl with a point
ed chin
to each other;
Quarter. Somebo
with wicked
blushed and dropped it. But they stuck

They peered around and whisperec

they were seeing the Lato

ered her

v off a cigarette

intention, of course, and she
it out
and went away flushed and excited with the

stimulus of Bohemia

“It's like a visit to the zoo for them," re-

marked a little woman in a green sweater,
who afterward admitted that she was from

Cynthiana, Ky, though she is spending her

an artist, inseparable chum
little Clara Tice,
the panties, black cats and Comstockian

days now at the Modern Art School, Washing-
ton Square, New York City.

George Baker strolled up, shook hands,
recommended the liver and onions and began
to talk.

“You know,” he asked plaintively and proud-
ly, "who runs this place? Mike. And Pop,
the dishwasher. 1 wanted a 'bus boy, and got
one, but Mike ran him off. Said he was in
his way. Mike doesn't get fussed, you know,
until the number gets above the 120 mark,
And Pop, ach! 1f I leave cigars out overnight
accidentally there’s the deuce to pay next lay.
German efficiency, you see. Want to see the
cleanest kitchen in Greenwich Village?”

I did. And not only'were there scrubbed
tables and a grinning Pop and hot soapsuds
to cheer, but, sweetest touch of all, a nicely
spread out Tribune on the kitchen stove, which
is one way of filing an immortal newspaper,
perhaps. And one way of getting rid of it,
suggested somebody at my elbow rudely.

And every now and then, painted directly

y/
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Bobbie Edwards, the troubadour who caril
anywhere and everywhere.

This we suspect to be our artist.

Louise Norton, possessor of a leopard skin,

coat and fame as “Dame Rogue.”

Louis, owner of the haunt for thirty.third de
gree Villagers.

The War Has Brought Fortune and

Foreign Artists

and Much At.

mosphere to Greenwich Vil
lage, Though It Scorns Mili-
tarism and Lives, WorKs and

Laughs in Its Own Way.

We here have the honor—and a eal one it
—of introducing Mike, waiter extracrdinary,
who rules diners at “Polly’s.”
on the kitchen wall, there is a Modernist pict-

ure to inspire the cooking of food for Modern-
ists, 1 suppose,

Polly has a brother, Louis, who said to him-
self two weeks ago that he, too, would start
Too many tourists at Polly's,
too many New York University girls for lunch-
S0 the basement of 60 Washington
Square South was taken, painted lavender, yel-

a restaurant,

eon there.

low and blue, with two touches of red and an

occasional black chair, and food prepared very,
very much like Polly’s food. Greenwich Vil-
lage came flocking.

different from

It looks Poliy's, for

used color and contrast and dimmed

very
Louis has
lights, while Polly has green and white pale-
ness. Louis has a little piano room, too, mostly
red, where cards and coffee and cigarettes hold
forth. Polly’s card room is again less colorful.

Baby Bevans was the centre of attraction at
Louie's that night. He is a round little tangle-
headed, lustrous-eyed baby, who climbs around
his artist [ather and mother and shakes hands
with perfect strangers with equal unconscious-
ness, Lverybody was promising him some
thing—candy, a lesson in turkey trotting, a tea
party at the La Fayette, anything a Greenwich
Village baby could want. He stated that he

\ "“"'___": Y

Rene La Coste, one of the Village's fixed and
very beautiful stars,

preferred candy to anything else in the world

Bompus Bevans is so far running accordiaf
to form
“He's the Greenwich Village baby, ”.|
enow,” explained Virginia Forrest of motiea
b farme: “must have everything he
wants.”
Louis has no Mike, but pearl beyond
tine, a g haired V;lkym"
on whase n e inspiration

poem depends.
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Then there
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eeriul, where is
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Rabinows,

said to De c:aagei to '.';_‘._,-.
Loewen),
the Jewish hark Twamn.

Albeit these is a larg
'ca"‘g “Liberal Club
Friends Only,” we walked

around, and the

they proprietcr, and o

for even that

ough to stand
ots c" voung girls there, Ee
ra

ice and Mane

and line and Elaine, ¢ y singing amd
ancing u:.d nobody w a red flag of
shouting “Down with every This club

was too tame that n On to other and

more sensational rer
Bur all ¥y ‘actars, seeing
New York tour ated Hction 19
e end ertenn:i

the contrary, this

fillage proper— by wiil say

—does not do gemeral eating sromé
Sixty-four West Tenth Stre ve stalian tabie
ote ized by O. Henry, in spitedl

its red t s. trailing ferns from the bl
cony, painted rses’ heads and thin red Calr
{ornia wine, is just a restaurant, full ot Colume
bia students and nea emians. And 1
is even a lite

brother, at 64 West Eleven
less artistique; you ociten see travelling saitse
men there, and always a fan :j;.f from New Jes:
sey, who are looking for atmosphere N
Greenwich Village ever did eat that soup, saft
dine, spaghetti, salad series se by an Ane
ich Village

tonio, it has stopped. i Greeny

ever did gaze entranced upon the surroundings
of Americanized ltaly, its eyes are turned
away now. Fer Greenwicl lage is eating

y Toles, off the mais

all to itself in little cubl
thoroughfare, where Hungarian g(,..lash is flar
vored with (ncm.ly converse and pot roast has
the added spice of modern art anj fresh ideis
Where people dress as they like, 100 and leave
off their white gloves and say what they plesst
without conversational gloves. And where tht
art world of Paris has flocked, creating the
new Latin Quarter—the Latin Quarter
America, the resurrecied Bohenua

Mary Myer, Javansse-Puritanese and Chinest
who entered the Village's aristocracy & & o
signer of Pavlowa clothes.

Pgt'f Johne, ‘
artist cast in i
genue roled in 187
Quartier.
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